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"I mean, that's what punk rock was always about to mc - the 
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Matt Freeman 







&W&& 



■:; 



He took beatings from the best in the business. 
But he never stayed down for ten." 



It is a universal concept and usually a fatal 
flaw - going back one last time. It is more risky 
than rewarding. Only rarely does it end well. I 
thought, after the last issue and the resulting 
problems, I was done. I said my piece, fought 
the good fight and stood up for what I believed 
in. I took my blows, got in a few of my own and 
managed to walk away on my own two feet. 
And isn't that the way it's supposed to end? 

Not in my world. 

In my world, the fight doesn't stop. The war 
never ends. Enemies don't become friends. 
Peace is a myth and resistance is the only 
way to stay alive in any meaningful way. The 
battlefield changes. The goal is the same - 
actualization. It's a struggle that continues, no 
matter how tired, battered or bloody I may be. 

I had stopped doing STM. This compilation 
issue exists due to a suggestion from Ugly 
Lenny. It was slated to be the final issue, until 
a trip to Japan with tJRVN/heel reminded me that 
good things are always going on in punk. I just 
have to look harder to find them in the wake of 
punk's commercial success. So there's a new 
issue that accompanies this one. You can find 
out more about that issue in its pages. And 
there will be more to come. 

You're holding an arbitrary collection of the 
best odds and sods that passed through the 
photocopier as STM. When I can still quote 
reviews that people wrote years ago, they 
deserve to see the light of day again because 
lately, I can't remember shit. 

Over the years, STM has meant more to me 
than I can explain, ft started as something that 
got me out of bed after a serious illness. It 
continued as a way to kick ideas around in a 
less restricting form than journalism. 

It has been my counselor and confidante, a 
mirror showing me what I admired about 
myself and what I wanted to change. It was 
always there, whether I was breaking up, 
breaking down or just plain broken. 

If s been almost six years since the first issue. 
It's been almost four years since the most 



- Nelson Algren 

recent one. In those four years, I've gone 
through relationships, jobs, cars, apartments 
and too many funerals. 

One of those relationships resulted in an 
engagement. My ex-fiancee married the guy 
she was having an affair with on the same day 
that she and I were supposed to wed. I'm not 
sure whether I should be offended that I 
wasn't invited to the ceremony. One more 
bridge bums, one less thing holds me back. In 
every way, it's a relief. 

I have tried to sum up my feelings about these 
events in various ways. None of them are 
adequate. Words cannot communicate 
meanings wide enough to cover these blues. 
So, although it may seem cold, listing these 
events has to suffice. From that, I ask you to 
consider how tragedies add up - one and onu 
do not equal two; they compound and becor, <u 
three. One and one and one do not equal 
three; they are closer to six. And so on. It is a 
curious form of mathematics, but the 
calculations of the soul are never easy. 

I feel like I'm through it now. It's the same 
sensation as entering a long tunnel, driving for 
miles and getting used to flashes of sodium 
light glinting off tile, then emerging, blinking 
and sunblind. into daylight. 

One thing Is certain - I don't plan on going 
underground again until I'm dead. 

Appreciations and Dedications: 

For Tim Blood, who rolled out like Chow Yun 

Fat in a Chinese restaurant when the evil 

forces of orthodoxy threatened. Words are too 

limited to convey the extent of my gratitude. 

For Philip, my co-defendant/brother in arms. 

For Alex, one of the best men I'll ever know. 

For Quinn and everything he does that people 

don't know about. 

For AC, Mandy, Kali and everyone else who 

was there when hard times knocked. 

For Lenny and Jennifer, and everyone else 

who inspired me to do STM again. 

For Dave Smalley and all the people with 

strong hearts who still fly the flag. 

And for those who are no longer with us. 



and losing. The point isn't so much that it was a losing game, but that I kept playing and didn't 
give up. I'm almost at the end of it now - pretty much all that remains is ash, empty bottles, 
cigarettes left burning as I walked away. Alex and I always raised our glasses to 1997, the 
year, we noted, that wouldn't kill us. It may be the worst year on record for me, but every 
tragedy travels with hope as a companion. 

Median. 

Sitting quietly in the middle. Long months stretch on, no end in sight. Sometimes it seems Kke 
it's the 32nd of June or the 45th of October. I know these walls, their cracks, their crenellated 
paint. I can pass the time any way I want. I can smoke in bed and stare at the ceiling. I can sit 
on the couch and anesthetize myself with television. I can go for walks in the middle of the 
night and no one wakes up and asks where I'm going. I can eat cereal for dinner. And this is 
being single. It's leaving clothes where they fall. It's letting dishes sit in the sink. It's not doing 
laundry every week. And this is my life. I remember the route but I still don't know how I got 
here. And I don't know why I stay. My finger traces highways on a map - escape routes, every 
one. This is a life of quiet desperation, of choking back screams and gagging on the bitter 
taste. And I'm tired of biting my tongue. Blood like copper in my mouth, on my lips. 

Something like a life. 

There's a stillness in this place. It's a curious silence that only manifests itself in the finality of 
absence. I have known it twice in my life - after my mother's suicide and my fiancee's betrayal. 
Voices and words cannot penetrate its opacity; it is pervasive. It is something like a wall, 
shielding emptiness, nothingness, quiet desperation. I feel it moving with me, invisible. It does 
not protect me; it only separates me, like an invisible line over which I may not step. It makes 
me feel as though I only have a semblance of the existence that was formerly mine. It makes 
me feel as though I only possess something like a life. Of course I'm angry about It I have 
every right to be. I once felt like my life had finally stabilized; that, like a gyroscope, it had 
reached equilibrium. I had lost my family. I had lost my lover. I had lost friends. Some would 
say I nearly lost my mind. Finally, things were approaching normal. I had stopped drinking and 
smoking. I had begun to remember who I was. I was engaged. And then everything fell apart 
again. I discovered my fiancee had been having an affair since a month after I proposed. The 
mirror fractured, splintering a reflection I was just beginning to recognize again. So is It really 
so unusual that I can scarcely identify myself? The scars that were once part of my skin seem 
alien and removed from my past. I question whether my face is mine; it looks much older and 
more world-weary than the one I knew. I used to feel young at heart and free. Now I feel as 
though I have walked for miles and still have leagues to go to reach a destination that I 
haven't identified yet. It's a journey which currently seems purposeless. If I learned one thing 
from the shoddy scholarship lumped together under the banner of postmodernism, It is this - 
anything may be taken apart and made anew. Although this theory was once used to destroy, 
who is to say that it is beyond redemption? Who is to say that It may only be used to tear 
down the past, leaving nothing behind but splinters and shards of glass? Who is to say that in 
examining the parts and replacing them that something equally wondrous may not result? 
Deconstruct ion is only valuable in what its peripheries suggest, in what lies beyond the 
boundaries described by inferior and jealous imaginations. It is only valuable in suggesting 
that we may repair the damage we have done; that what you and I once tore apart can be 
renewed with careful hands. I have to break with my past. It has been a long and painful 
process so far; from here, it will only get harder. I find myself standing alone on unfamiliar 
ground, unable to see the way back, unable to see myself. I can see glimpses of the person I 
once was - 1 can see the tattered remnants of fear, uncertainty and anger fluttering in the blast 
furnace breeze of the desert. And in the shimmering heat rising off the sand ahead, I can see 
who I will be. I know better than to dismiss this as a mirage; it feels too right to be another 
illusion. The boundaries are undefined, the path is unmarked and the distance is unknown. I 
feel as though I lost my shoes long ago, leaving my feet to be scorched by the sun-baked 
dunes, and have no choice but to Keep walking or die of thirst where I stand. I refuse to give 
up. I refuse to give in. I refuse to believe that this semblance of a life is all that I will ever have 
and I can't understand why anyone would tell me that I should get used to this and accept it. I 
know there's something better ahead and though it may be out of reach now, it won't always 
be that way. And when I finally find what I'm seeking, I won't let go. 



some donated, others consigned to the dustbin of memories. Now it's like she was never here. 
All she left behind are lingering fears, loneliness and worry. 

Strawberry wine. 

I drove by my old house today. Figured it was best to do it while I was sick so I wouldn't ruin a 
good mood. Wioever moved in painted it, ripped out all the juniper bushes. They've got kids, 
that much I'm sure of, elseways they wouldn't have jimcracky skeletons hanging askew in the 
windows I used to took out of when I was waiting for my dad to come home. I meant to drive 
slow, but I wound up going faster because it isn't my house anymore. It's nothing to me 
anymore. I've started calling this apartment home, as poor a reflection of the word as it is. It's 
a roof. A kitchen. A place to hang my coat and sleep. Shower and shave. It's a place where I 
can read. I guess that makes it home. I just wish it didn't feel so goddamn lonely; a home 
shouldn't feel like there are ghosts in every comer. 

Last exit on yesterday. 

I used to find faith in my security, in the belief that I always had a safety net. It offered the 
luxury of nearly absolute freedom. Now I'm 24 and feeling the pressure most people have felt 
over a period of years, condensed into weeks. Suicide, job hunting, relocation, making survival 
plans. Dealing with calls that put more pressure on me, some from genuine worry, others from 
ignorance. I thought I could see the future. I thought I could beat the system and help people 
out, doing it my way without succumbing to the modem world, to the corporate world. I've had 
to compromise. I work for a multinational corporation; I have for almost a year. I recently took 
a second job working for an attorney service. It makes paying rent easier, but now I have to 
find a place to live. There's so much pressure that I feel like if I stop to think, it will all come 
crashing down. So I drink and smoke. I listen to music. The songs are starting to make sense 
again. Not long ago, it seemed I could only write about my situation and grief and self-loathing. 
Maybe I just didn't want to confront what had actually happened, that I preferred to ponder the 
state of my romantic entanglements because I could try to resolve those. I could speak my 
mind and get reactions, whereas the other problems were not nearly as responsive. 
Confronting my mother meant driving to Point Loma and screaming at a white marble marker 
in a cemetery wall. It meant coming to terms with things I'm simply not ready to fight yet 

You can feel bad If It makes you feel better. 

Thanksgiving Day. I figured today would be hard, probably tougher than any other day this 
year except Christmas. These days are rarely good for me. I assumed today would be bleak 
and depressing since I had been having a rough week. People had extended invitations to join 
them for the holiday, but I was in a foul mood and didn't want to subject them to my company. 
I had a great time at a concert after being depressed, and slipped back into depression just as 
quickly, yet I have been happy this week. Monday night when I went out drinking with a friend 
and we quoted song lyrics to each other. Wednesday morning when I wandered through a 
downpour, getting soaked and chilled to the bone. Last night, when I went over to her 
apartment with three bottles of wine and we talked until this afternoon. I thought I'd have a 
horrible day; instead I woke up tangled around her and vice versa. Instead, I woke up with her 
hair in my mouth from sharing the same pillow and her kitten at my feet and my arms 
wrapped around her. I feel at ease, like the world is the way it should be. Once again, I'm 
struck by how fate happens, how It makes things happen exactly when they should, when 
people most need them, and how every time it seems that I simply can't go on, that I've been 
hit too many times to get up again to take more blows, that fate intervenes. I sometimes feel 
like I passed my second wind years ago, that the only breaths I have left are borrowed at a 
very high interest rate that I can't hope to repay. Then I have nights like last night, nights that 
remind me that I'm human, that the person I'm with is human, that we've all been hurt in such 
profound ways that it sometimes seems we can never heal or regain the innocence we tost 
Sometimes. Then I think about the finger touching my ami, the lips grazing my finger, the 
person I'm wrapped around. That's usually when I realize that while dreams are sustenance, 
they are frequently less delicious than the reality they represent, than the desires they reveal 
to us. Dreams nurse us through times when reality simply isn't enough to pull us through. 
Sometimes though, reality transcends what we dream and imagine. Ifs rare, but It happens. 
If s almost miraculous how fate rolls the dice for us and gives them a little extra tip when 
they're on the verge of coming up snake eyes. This year, it seemed like I kept rolling the dice 
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Words to Remember 



"Even the death of friends will inspire us as 
much as their lives. ... Their memories will 
be encrusted over with sublime and pleasing 
thoughts, as monuments of other men are 
overgrown with moss; for our friends have 
no place in the graveyard." Henry David 
Thoreau 

"All I want is for a voice to come out of the 
wilderness and the stereo to crackle in 
flames like the burning bush. I don't want to 
have to ask, 'Are you talking to me?' I want 
to know. And then I want to dance." Ariel 
Swartley 

"There's something inside of every man that 
keeps him going long after he has any 
reason to. He's no good to life and life is no 
good to him, and he knows it will always be 
that way. But still he can't quit. Something 
keeps prodding him, whispering to him - 
making him hope in the face of 
hopelessness. Making him believe there's a 
reason to stay in there and pitch, and that if 
he fights long enough he'll stumble onto if" 
Jim Thompson 

"I guess when they're drafting peacemakers 
they'd better pass me by." John Steinbeck 



lilt 



erviews 



Over the years, I interviewed a lot of bands In the name of STM. It always amused me that I 
was working for an award-winning newspaper with one of the largest circulations in San Diego 
at the same time, and that it was easier to get interviews with some bands for my little zine 
with a press run of 500. 1 spent my days under fluorescent lights in a cubicle with fabric walls. 
At night, I'd sit at home, transcribing, writing and designing until I passed out. I could always 
look in the mirror and know I was doing something that I believed in and on my terms. It was a 
great way to live. The following interview excerpts are some of my favorite moments from the 
pages of STM. Some of the quotes are especially meaningful, others are just funny. Others 
just struck a chord that has resonated with me ever since. End of story. For now. 



Issue 1 



The first Issue of Sick To Move is really only noteworthy for Its existence. I only printed 200 
copies - it was all I could afford. The interviews weren't that great - not as good as the ones 
that would follow. Despite that, STM 1 went to Canada, Japan, Germany, South Africa, 
England, Australia and dozens of people in America. Not bad for a first issue and not bad for 
such a small print run. There wasn't much worth reprinting from Issue 1, but these words from 
Pegboy's John Haggerty still ring as true today as they did in 1993 when he and I talked. This 
was the last interview I did before I almost died and the first one that got me started again. In 
many ways, this interview, and these particular quotes, gave birth to this zine because I knew 
these words needed to see print. If I had only known then what I know now ... I would have 
started STM sooner. 



Pegboy 



There have been a lot of lyrics about resistance, being yourself, longing and regret 
What other themes does the band write about? 

John: That's predominantly Larry's department. What we try to do overall is not something that 

should be easily talked about It's really hard to describe the themes. You know, should a song 

mean something? I say no. A song should not really mean anything. I know It's hard, I mean, 

you have to write lyrics, sure, but If you can write something that creates an emotion without 

actually saying anything in particular, I think that's the greatest part of all. 

It sounds like you want people to get their own impressions of a song. 

John: Yeah. I mean, that's what we're hoping to achieve. I mean, by nature it should be vague, 

but it should also be stirring. It's kind of a complicated thing. Sure, the struggle, those are 

things that are common to all people and all places and all times. It's something that 

transcends time and place and language and race and color. It should be something like that. 

Anything within that realm. V\b like to write about things that are common to all people. 

Writing and talking about music Is really difficult How do you discuss something that 

causes emotion so easily but Is so hard to describe? 

John: Right, because by its very nature H should transcend language and to talk about it is 

almost completely futile, because what you're talking about ideally, should transcend 

language. 

And you cant catch It words Just aren't enough. 

John: Right They cheapen It. So its a difficult position to write about music. I mean, if s either 

something you get or you don't get and if you get it, I think we all know what it is, we all know 

that we have K in common, but can we describe it? Not really. 

"what you're talking about, 
ideally should transcend 
language." john haggerty 



said I wasn't going to help you at all. I dialed the phone and a few minutes later, you wouldn't 
look at me. You stared at the wall, the celling, the stereo. You said "I hate you. Fuck you. Go 
to hell. Sod off and die." I couldn't give you pills. I wouldn't give them to you. I dialed the 
phone and you hated me for it You didn't say goodbye when you left Maybe you said it a 
week or two before, in your own way. Maybe you said It earlier that day when we were walking 
along the beach. It had been so long since I'd seen the ocean. After days of the desert, I 
needed to see the sea. We rolled up our pants and took off our shoes, wading in cold January 
water while throwing a tennis bad. I had the flu. You had the rest of me. You were still saying 
you loved me then. My feet got colder as the sand washed away. I watched you touch the 
mussels, running your fingers over them as the beach swallowed your toes. I asked you to 
marry me. You said you could never marry someone you loved. Now I'm alone again, chain 
smoking and drunk, the bite of cheap, distilled pine needles faint on my tongue where your 
taste used to be. You could hit me again now. I wouldn't feel ft. And I still wouldn't stop you 
from raising your hand. It's almost 5 a.m. I can't feel my lips, my face, my body. All the places 
you touched me are numb, not that they weren't already. The tendrils you wove Into me are 
still tugging, like vines. Like kudzu. They've grown over everything and they're slowty starting 
to choke me. I sat in the bar tonight, listening to old country songs on the jukebox. Looking for 
love in all the wrong places. You told me I was making a mistake, but I still don't believe you. 
I'd rather you be alive and hate me than the alternative you suggested because you may 
understand what exactly it was that I lost someday. Maybe you know now. Maybe that's why 
you hate me, because you feel you lost It too. My fingers are numb and don't want to type 
anymore, but the words I want to say keep coming, like someone wrote lines for me that I 
already knew, like the right words were just waiting for the right time. It isn't time yet The 
words are still forming, congealing in the darkness, and if s always darkest now, before the sun 
creeps over the eastern horizon to remind me that everything can be renewed. You can too, 
even though you may never speak to me again. I hope the ring I gave you is still hanging 
around your neck. Hematite, on a cold metal chain, resting against your skin where I used to 
listen to your heartbeat. 

Story of my life. 

I'm still reeling from the worst four weeks of my life. I still need to sort It out and plan my next 
move. I could write about It in vague terms - pain, suffering, hurt. They At bi't ■•llmately 

meaningless. Late night conversations help as I plan my escape from this ai ning else, 

as I prepare to leave everything I've ever known behind and create something new. It wasn't 
long ago that I couldn't listen to music - it didn't mean anything, ft was hollow and empty. 
Lately, it's the only thing keeping me going. I walked Into the Casbah the other '■•»■♦. alone 
and depressed. I had been wafting for the Dragons to play and I kept feeling love', like I was 
sinking into something that nothing could pull me out of. Then they strapped on their guitars 
and I blissed out I laughed, I danced and even cried. Their music was salvation, a form I can't 
get anywhere else. No amount of drinking or talking equals the redemptive capacity of a single 
power chord. I walked out grinning, elated at the spectacle and wonder. Maybe they're just a 
three chord rock band with a penchant for the Stones, but that night, there was something 
more. I walked up to the band members after the show and thanked them, because I needed 
the musical hand they held out I've been depressed since then, but not as badly. I've been 
down since then, but not as low. There was something about bouncing around to the 
baoxbeat the 4/4 rhythms that fuel my days and light my nights, something about the guitars, 
something redemptive. Something that reminds me that everything can be all right Someday. 

The color of television tuned to a dead channel. 

I found her at 4:45 a.m., Wednesday, January 29, 1997, wrapped in a striped bedspread she 
sewed for me years ago, its blue tassels frayed after years of use. Her skin was the color of 
the burned cigarettes she left behind in the ashtray, her head lolling at an unnatural angle. A 
glass of scotch was on the counter next to a half empty decanter and a bottle of sleeping pills. 
She took more than 50. 1 called 911 and told them she was dead, so the paramedics came 
and told me she had passed away. As if I didn't already know. The police asked questions, 
took pictures. The medical examiner arrived to take the body away. Even sitting In my room, 
headphones on, I could hear the zipper on the body bag and clattering gumey wheels on tile 
as it rolled out of the house. Then she was gone, hardly any trace of her left behind save for 
clothes, jewelry and photographs on the walls. Now all of those things have been boxed up - 
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